











PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY. 








CRAND HOTEL, LONDON. 
HOTEL METROPOLE 


WHITEHALL ROOMS 
HOTEL VICTORIA, LONDON. 
FIRST AVENUE HOTEL, LONDON. 
CLIFTONVILLE HOTEL, MARCATE. 
LORD WARDEN HOTEL, DOVER. 


THE 











‘ 


ae ‘ mK 
PF Z = #2 
(ey WG 9 gt 
a S 
; p> 
— ~~ a = 
: 4 


, > 
nee Sle 





N ie “ha ’ 
i Sia AN ae s AN f ti fh 2 
Ses Lite NU 
NAAN i} e 4 a i) AN | 


CHOCOLAT MENIER adie 


Cone 
Se 

















FPR ‘wnmsY 
oi A * A 





y ag » 
a at | 
S NN 
" > 5 





ly i . OT —T& 
(i) i) 
ra il SAG 


ye 
Ws 


Registered at the General Post Office as a Newspaper. 


rm wet l l Ul 


- ‘ itd 
RC 
S00 TEE oe 


AO ene a Bs 

— DUNS i yo! yo 5 

PPE LT MA TTSG. 6 HO. Cy 

rE MOTE Ss 1) (!! 
= a ee . 


PRICE THREE PENCE. 


= ea Ve Qaype™ 


Hi] 


Paes Ah i re) Cg) 


py, 
J hy 7 i) 
\ y Uy nn NY 


| " 


UNOS (ST Za Neil 
> 

PUNCH OFFICE, 85, FLEET STREET, 
LONDON. 


‘3 


rr All| 





See ae nt id 1A) BELAY 




















@@ NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions. whether MS.. Printed Matter. Drawings. or Pictures of any description. will in no case be returned, 
not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule there will be no exception 














PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI—Avevusr 29, 1896. 





FOUR THREE-AND-SIX- 


PENNY NOVELS. 
THE REDS OF THE MIDI. 


By Peirce Gees 


‘THE TOWER OF TADDEO. ®7 


Popular Féition Illustrated 


THE JUSTIFICATION OF 


ANDEEW LEBRUN. ity Pace Bannert 


THE OCOMBORS OF _ PAL 


Lond. m: We HRINEMANN, 71, Redford 8t., wc. 


THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 18265. 


Accumulated Fund, 8 Millions Stg. 


NEW 
REDUCED 


- RATES. |_ 
SB WITHOUT PROFITS. 


| Ss aeimaan tn tates ae 
| LONDON, 


, King William Street, B.O. 
8, Pall Mall Bast, 8.W 
I UBI IN, 66, Upper Sackville Street. 


ranches & Agencia in India & the Colonies. 


~ PAGKHAM' S 
TABLE WATERS 


AKE MADE WITH 


DISTILLED WATER. 


Manufactory, Croydon. 





One button does it, 


POCKET 
KODAK. 


A complete camera on a small scale, 
Weighs only 5} ounces. 

Size of Picture, 54 x 2 inches. 
Carries a spool of light-tight film for 


§2 exposures 
Loaded and unloaded in daylight. 
Fitted with new automatic shutter; 
brilliant view finder 
PRICE, 
Loaded with 12 Exposures of Film, 


£1 Is. 
EASTMAN 


Photographic Materials 
Co. Limited, 


815-117 Oxford St., London, W. 


Paris: 4 Place Vendéme. 


TRY IT IN YOUR BATH. 








Refreshin 
Invaluable 


WEDDING 


The Largest and Choicest 
Stock in the World. 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREER. 


COLDSMITHS’ COMPANY, 
Show Rooms: I12, REGENT ST., W 


Guesessssve © Comrant. )? 


SCRUBB’S seccsscu AMMONIA 


MARVELLOUS PREPARAT 
as a Turkish — 
or all Toilet Purposes. 
Splendid Cleansing Preparation for the Hair. 
Removes Stains and Grease Spots from Clothing, Etc. 
Restores the Colour to Carpets. 
i Cleans Plate one. Jewellery. 
1s. Bottle for six to ten Baths. 


SCRUBB & CO., 32) Southwark Street, 5.E. 
___ SG MANUFACTURERS OF SCRUBB’S ANTISEPTIC SKIN SOAP > 


PRESENTS. 





Tired Feet. 


“A lithe 


Condy's Fluid 


=) in the foot-bath is in- 
‘ waluable for tired, 
aching, or hot feet.” 
—Weldon's Ladie# 

J i. 



































Of all Grocers, Chemists, Etc. 





SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


65 & 67, LUDCATE HILL, LONDON, E.C. | 


Bron (Jacket and Vest) for boy of 8 years, 19/-. 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE and 
PATTERNS free on application, 


= BORWICK’S 
e= POWDER 








EPPS'S 





CRATEFUL—COMFORTING 


{COCOA 








6 Quires, 1+. 





HIERATICA 


Nore Paren, 5 Quires, 1s. Court Envelopes, 1s. per 100. Thin, for Foreign Correspondence, 
Mourning Note, 5 Quires, ls. 6¢. Mourning 
Of all Stationers, or send stamps to Hicratica Works, 6B, Sow Thames Street, London. 





Envelopes, 1s. 6d. 100. 














-ROSBAGH 


THE BEST TABLE WATER IN THE WORLD. 





° rae 


“PASTEUR” 


| (Chamberland) FI toe E R. 


“The Standard of Efficient Filtra- 
tion.”—Barrisa Mepicat Jovewar.. 


“A real preventative of water- 
borne disease.’’—Laxcer. 


To be had at the Stores, most Filter Dealers, 
or from the Makers. 


J. DEFRIES & ae 


a 147, Hounsvrrcn, Loxpos, E.C. 


ty SAME ran 


Pore.r mane. Per 





on the food i. 
stomach, pre = 
venting its 


conversion 
into Fat. Sold 
byaliChemists 


ast 
fend stamp for pamphlet. 
BOTANIC MEDICINE CO.,3, NEW OXFORD Sr. ,W.C 


DELICIOUS SMOKE. 


M URRAY'S snotin 
MELLOW distur. 


(BELFAST.) 
OLD RIPE TOBACCO. 


80 Years’ ‘Reputation as a 
Genuine Tobacco of the Highest 
Quality. 


uticura 
SUAP « 


The most Effective Skin 
Purifying and Beautifying 
Soap in the World. 











‘The Purest, Sweetest, 


and Most Refreshing 
for Toilet, Bath, and 
Nursery. 
Bold throughout the World. 


F. NEWRERY & SONS, 1, King 
Edward Street, London, "EC 


DINNEFORD'S MACNESIA. 


For ACIDITY or rne STOMACH, HEARTBURN, 
HEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION 
Sold throughout the World. 








Mappin s\ebb. 


158 ro 162, OXFORD ST. W, 


2, QUEEN VICTORI 


(Facing the Mansion House.) 
Manufactory: THE ROYAL WORKS, NORFOLK STREET, 


AST., E.C. 


"}LONDON. 
lilastrated Price Lists Post Free. 


HIGH GLASS 


SHEFFIELD 
TABLE KNIVES. 
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FANCY-BAZAAR FORTUNE-TELLING. 


“So I’m vo mARRY A Farm LADY, AND HAVE A CARRIAGE AND 
Parr! Wet, I've sust cor MARRIED, BuT I HAVEN'T GOT A 
CARRIAGE. WHAT KIND OF A ONE DO YOU THINK IT WILL BE? A 
BICYCLE MADE For Two?” 

‘* PERHAPS IT WILL BE A Dovpie PERAMBULATOR !” 








ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 


Stray Notes on Women. 


In a careless moment, and a thoughtless mood, I seem to have 
opened up a mighty subject of pressing importance to thou- 
sands and thousands of my oppressed fellow-countrymen. Little 
did I think, when I began these stray notes a fortnight ago, 
that I was either meeting a universal want, or opening flood- 
gates. Both these tasks, however, I seem to have performed. 
As when a military officer, snugly ensconced in comfortable 
quarters on dry land, presses a simple, unassuming knob, or 
turns a little switch, and immediately, far out at sea, a vast ex- 
a occurs, the angry waters rise in fury to an incalculable 

eight, a dull roar shakes the firmament, and the air grows 
dark with the scattered fragments of some ancient ship duly 
anchored there to test the virtues of a new explosive. So I, 
as it now appears, have liberated explosive forces, and, even as 
I write, woman, universal woman, is being blown into match- 
sticks, never again to sail over life’s ocean with her sails proudly 
filling to the wind, and her company of obedient men attending 
her wants. I cannot follow the metaphor further. 

As I say, I did not undertake this business wittingly; but 
few of us ever know how full of fate are our most trivial actions. 
Letters have been pouring in upon me from the nearer parts 
of Europe, all hailing me as a deliverer from a yoke. In due 
succession, mails will be coming in from the United States 
from the South American Republics, from the mighty tracts of 





explored Australia, from India, from Lapland, Kamtchatka, 
Patagonia, Jamaica, buan,— wherever Punch, the great 
teacher, makes his wisdom heard—and the tenor of these ietters, 
as I cannot doubt, will accord .with those I have already re- 
ceived. These I have sorted out roughly, in my room, in a kind 
of order, and here is a list of them. 

One thousand four hundred and eighty-six are from “Un- 
fortunate husbands”; two thousand seven hundred and ten 
letters, and five hundred and sixty are signed, “One 
who sighs for liberty.” Nineteen hundred “Slaves who are 
ready to strike a blow” have written imploring me to strike for 
them. Three thousand bear some such signature as “ Down with 
Woman, the arch-enemy,” while the remaining odd thousand or 
so are from “ Determined bachelors,” “ Widowers, and thankful 
for it,” “Once bit, twice shy,” “A Mormon of experience,” “A 
moment of folly,” and three hundred “Women who sympath- 
ise.” Iconfess that these three hundred have moved me deeply. 
To appeal merely to men on such a subject is what a writer 
might naturally expect. It is a far more significant thing to 
find that there are three hundred women sufficiently large- 
minded and disinterested to take a just view of the position, 
qualifications and characteristics of their own sex. If there is 
to be open warfare between us and women, we shall evidently be 
able to count upon the help of a considerable number of “ friend- 
lies” in any battles that we may have to fight. 


I rurnx it best to give a sample letter :— 

“Sir,” writes “ A widower—and thankful for it,” “I hail with 
delight the appearance of your ‘Stray Notes on Women.’ We 
have groaned too long in silence, and the consequence has heen 
that nobody has cared to attend to complaints which did not 
reach their ears. I have elways felt that some day a defender 
would arise to lead us to the attack, and to prove that women 
have been masquerading in false feathers, which have really been 
stripped from them long rgo, if they only knew it, but they 
don’t, and therefore they have gone on deceiving everybody. 
They never deceived me, and I see they have not deceived you, 
and I am sure there are plenty of others who have seen through 
them clearly enough, but who have had to wait till someone 
else shook the scales off their eyes. You have done this, and 
we are all deeply grateful to you, and trust you will continue 
the beneficent labours which we all hoped would have been 
ended long ago. Women are quite useless when they are most 
wanted, and nothing can make them believe that they can do 
without us, though after marrying one wife I am sure I never 
intend to marry a second, to say nothing of a third and a fourth 
—which heaven forbid. Let me hear if I can assist you in any 
way, though I am sure your task is easy enough, for if you only 
attack these very formidable persons they get so surprised that 
they can’t resist at all, except by bursting into tears, which 
doesn’t count, and nobody pays the least attention to them— 
at least, not in the County Louth, where I live, and I defy any- 
one to point to a finer spot on the whole globe though it is in 
Ireland, which, to my mind, adds to its beauties, as everyone 
agrees, in spite of other people’s contradictions and im- 
pertinences.” 

Next week I hope to continue my new crusade. 








Apvice rrom aX Otp Stacer.—The old adage, “Do not play 
with edged tools,” received a sad illustration in the case of poor 
Mr. E. Crozter, late of the Novelty Theatre. The coroner 
hoped that in future “edged weapons would not be used in such 
exciting scenes as this.” To which Mr. Chief Coroner Pounon 
adds, “ And never in any scenes at all, exciting or unexciting, as 
a blunt property dagger blade that, on meeting with the slightest 
resistance, will run back into the hilt, is sufficient for all 


purposes.” 

Dr. Nanxsen’s Return.—A banquet to the eminent explorer 
was given at Vardé, when Dr. Nansen and his talented assist- 
ants were “toasted.” ‘‘ Toasting” must have been just what the 
brave Doctor required after his Northern visit. course, on 
arriving in London, the at present Defeated Discoverer of the 
Home of the North Pole will have no difficulty in finding The 
Metro-pole, where a banquet is to be given him. 

Way overt Li Hone Caanc To MAKE A MODEL THEATRICAL 
Manacer ?—Because he never gives any orders. 


Cuance ror a Soverzion.—The Czan’s tour. 
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LATEST PORTRAIT OF THE G. O. M. 




















Mr. G. HAVING BEEN MUCH IMPRESSED BY THE CosTUME OF THE OTHER VETERAN STaresmMaN, Lt Huxe CHanec, HAs, IT IS SAID, 


NF IUs 


\DOPTED THE ORIENTAL FASHIONS OF PIG-TAIL AND CHOPSTICKS, AND I8 NOW WRITING AN ESSAY IN CHINESE ON THE PHILOSOPHY OF 
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The Master. ‘‘1'’m sayin’, WUMMAN, HA’E YE GOTTEN THE TICKETs ?” 


The Mistress. ‘‘ Tuts, HAUD your TonevE Apoor TIcKETs. 


Let ME coont THE WeEaANs!” 








THE REVIVAL OF ROMANCE. 
[On July 17 a duel on bicycles took place in Paris. } 


. ... By this time the sun was beginning to sink in the west, 
and shone with a ruddy glow upon the vast assembly of fair 
women and brave men assembled in the spacious grounds of 
Diddledum Castle. The appearance of the ring testified to the 
severity of the day’s struggles; gallant steeds, that had cara- 


| coled with the best at the commencement of the tournament, 


now lay prone on the ground, a pitiable mass of torn tyres and 
splintered spokes, while the leeches who were present to tend 
the wounded riders had long since exhausted their stock of 
sticking-plaster, and had now perforce to make shift with post- 
age-stamp paper. All day had the lists been set, and all day had 


| the intrepid Sir Ciavp Porctrers proved himself a champion 


indeed. night after knight had essayed to do battle with him, 
only quickly to be unbicycled by his lance, and to bite the 
shameful dust. 

From her seat in the gallery which surrounded the arena, 
the young and beauteous Lady Anoeta Loxurpop had sur- 
veyed the chances of the battle with a more than common inte- 
rest. Well did she know that, in accordance with old-estab- 


| lished precedent, her hand was to be bestowed upon him who 


| use of his handles, he rode swift 





should prove the conqueror at the close of the day. Sir Cravp 
Porctrers she cordially detested. Where, oh where, was the 
faithful ALczRNon pgs Boncaur, who had promised to do battle 
on her behalf, and for whom—especially as he was a director of 


| five bicycle companies—she felt the tenderest affection ? Suddenly 
| the onlookers 


ve a start of excitement and surprise, as on their 


ears fell the clear and resonant tones of an approaching bell ! 
Another moment, and there had ridden into the arena a mysteri- 
ous knight, with his face closely masked. Disdaining to make 

ly towards Sir Ciavp, brandish- 








ing his lance in one hand, and applying the other with out- 
stretched fingers to his nose, with a superb gesture of haughty 
defiance. Lady ANGELA recognised the rider by his massive 
calves, and fainted on the spot. “’Tis ALcernon himself!” 
she gasped. 

The herald gave the signal. Once more resounded ALognr- 
non’s bell; once more Sir Criaup’s squeaker blared forth 
a hoarse defiance. With the speed of lightning the high-bred 
bicycles whirled towards each other, with a resounding crash 
they met in the midst of the ring. Sir Craup pursued the 
tactics which had given him the victory earlier in the day, by 
aiming a furious stroke at his rival’s head, but ALogrnon ducked 
with consummate grace at precisely the right moment, so that 
Sir Ciavp fell headlong by the violence of his own blow and lay 

rone on the arena. Even as he fell, ALoernon had drawn back 
a sharp-pointed lance, and plunged it twice with all his might 
into the front tyre of the other’s machine. A terrific explosion 
was heard, and then the tyre crumpled up, flabby and useless 
A prolonged shout of applause arose from the onlookers. 

“Hold!” spluttered Sir Ciaup, his mouth full of dust, “’tis 
enough—my tyre is punctured ; I can fight no more.” 

“Then,” said the other, proudly, “I claim my lawful prize— 
the Lady Ancr.a!” 

A gleam of malignant triumph flashed from Sir Ciavp’s eyes 
as he rose with difficulty from the ground. ‘ Nay,” he said ; 
“not yet, young man. Know that I am a Justice of the Peace, 
and hereby order thy instant arrest on the charge of furious 
riding!” 

There was a moment of awful silence. And then, before the 
spectators could realise what had happened, the Lady Anogria 
had vaulted lightly down into the arena, ALogrnon had raised 
her in his arms and seated her on his handle-bar, he had 
mounted and ridden off with his lovely prize, and knight, lady 
and bicycle had become a swiftly vanishing speck in the distance ! 
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He. ‘How WouLD You LIKE TO OWN A—ER—A LITTLE Puppy t” 
She. ‘On, Mr. Sorriy, THis 1s so suDDEN !” 











ARBORICULTURE. 


Tae other day, at Hawarden, Mr. | 
GLADSTONE received and addressed the | 
members of the English Arboricultural 
Society. Mr. Punch, as usual interested 
and instructed by the remarks of the en- | 
eyclopedic and right honourable gentle- | 
man, at once commanded his Chief Bo- 
tanist to prepare a report on arboricul- 
ture in the Metropolis. This official, as- 
sisted by the Deputy Botanists on his 
staff, has begun by a careful study of the 
Haymarket, a region hitherto disregarded 
by arboriculturists. 

He has discovered in the roadway the 
Arbor avis, or axle-tree, in large numbers. 
It does not attain the huge size frequently 





seen in farm-yards, but one variety, A. a. 
omnibusiacee, is of large girth. 

In the immediate vicinity of several 
shoemakers shops there are varieties of 
the Arbor bootii in an excellent state. 
This is not the tree which produces 
sandal wood. 

On the east side, not far from Pall 
Mall, two fine specimens of the Arbor 
Beerbohmii were in a flourishing condi- 
tion until recently. They are now being 
conveyed around the provinces for exhi- 
bition, and later on will be taken to the 
United States. It is understood that 
next year these two admirable trees will 
be transplanted to the west side of the 
street, where it is hoped that they will 
continue tu flourish for many years to 


come. As Mr GtapsTons very truly re- 
marked, “the people of this country 
understand the ornamental 


management 
|of trees as well as anybody.” 








RAILWAY BALLADS. 


Tue Missinc SpinsTer. 
| You may boast your great improvements, 
| Your inventions and your “ movements,” 
For those who stay at home, and those 
who travel; 
| But arrangements for the latter 
| Are so complex, that the matter 
Makes them dotty as a hatter 

To unravel. 





There was once an ancient lady 

Whom we knew as Miss O’Grapy, 

Who was asked to spend the autumn 
down at Trew. 

| So in fear and trepidation _ 

| She sought out her destination, 

| And betook her to the station— 

| Waterloo. 


| She took her little ticket 

And she did not fail to stick it 

| With half-a-dozen co = in her glove. 

Another moment aes er 

With a plenty to astound her— 

For she ’d notice-boards all round her, 
And above! 


So she studied every number 

On those sign-posts that encumber 

| All the station; and she learned them 
one by one; 

But she found the indication 

| Of the platforms of the station 

Not much use as information 

When she’d done. 


In her shocking state of fluster 
Little courage could she muster, 
Yet of porters she accosted one or two; 
Sut, too shy to claim attention, 
And too full of apprehension, 
She could get no one to mention 
“Which for Trew.” 


So she trudged through every station— 
“North,” “South,” “Main,”—in quick 
rotation, 
Aad then she gave a trial to the 
* Loo ”. 


Like some Enos new Pandora 
She sat down a-gasping for a 
Little hope to live on—or a 
Plate o’ soup. 
’Mid the bustle and the hissing 
An old maiden lady’s “ Missing ”— 
In some corner of the complicated maze ; 
And round about she’s gliding 
In unwilling, hideous hiding, 
On the platform, loop, or siding, 
In a craze. 


And still they cannot find her, 
For she leaves no trace behind her 

At Vauxhall, Clapham Junction, 
- A. 5 

ut she passes like a comet 
With the myst’ry of Mahomet— 
Her course unknown—and from it 

Not a clue! 








Frienpiy Ririzs.—In the match be- 
tween Middlesex and Sussex at Brighton 
last week, Mr. Horz (London Rifle Bri- 
gade), for the Metropolitan county, dis- 
tanced all competitors, and left ind 
—* fluttering tail. Spes et praterea 
nihil. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Mr. Henry Frowpe has issued from the Clarendon Press, in 
workmanlike style worthy of that institution’s renown, Mr. 
Giapstonr’s Studies Subsidiary to the Works of Bishop Butler. 
The volume is uniform with the two that preceded it, containing 
the works of Bishop Butisr, to the editing of which the veteran 
statesman devoted the ter part of last year. Apart from their 
| intrinsic value, these three portly volumes have a rare personal 





gv e 


A nN 
The Baron de B.-W. and the First Page. 


interest. In his eighty-sixth year, at the close of a life of almost 
tumultuous labour, Mr. Guapstong bethought him that there 
was something desirable to be done for the public good and 
the wider fame of Bishop Butter. In earlier editions the 
“ Analogy ” runs on through interminable pages without a break. 
There are no indexes, few notes, and some doubt as to accuracy 
of the text. To supply these needs was a task which, thoroughly 
done, would seem to require youthful energy and — of 
long life. Mr. Guapstone just sat down and didit. As ro- 
ceeded with his editorial work, thoughts crowded upon him 
which he committed to paper. The notes grew in Pulk till 
they threatened to exceed the “Analogy” in volume. In the 
end, Mr. Guiapstong determined to make a volume of his own, 
a book ablaze with the light of scholarly research. For more 
than twenty years my Baronite has witnessed Mr. GiapsTone’s 
tours de force in other fields, and protests that, in all the 
circumstances, production of these three volumes is the most 
remarkable. 

The anonymous author of Mr. Magnus (Fisuer Unwin) has 
evidently been disappointed with Mr. Ceci, Ropes, as other 
students of phenomenal developments of nature have been dis- 
appointed with the Atlantic. e “goes for” the fallen giant, 
thinly disguised under the name that gives a title to the work. 
The book, though spiteful, is clever, offering a vivid and highly- 
coloured description of the way they live in Johannesburg. Mr. 
Barnato is sketched with a more friendly hand than is the ex- 
Cape Premier. There are other portraits, which will doubtless 
be recognised by members of the Reform Committee, now at 
large and with leisure to read a sprightly book. Some es, 
notably those descriptive of a visit to the mine, and ae ales. 
quent accident, are written with a graphic power that suggests 
the author might safely trust to his literary skill to attract 
readers without elaborating personal skits. 

In the latest Yellow Book for this quarter the art of telling 
unfinished stories in a highly-finished style is carried well nigh 
to perfection by Mr. Henry Harvanp in his “Invisible Prince,” 
and to a less ‘degree by Men1z Muriet Dowrsg, in her “Idyll in 
Millinery.” Mariz Cioraitpgz Batrour chooses Zola-like sub- 
jects; not pleasant reading. What of the weird, unintelligible, 
Blake-like illustrations by J. Hersert McNam? Prize-picture- 
puzzles, which may possess some attraction for those who can 
admire the trio of stark naked lunatics in the drawing by 
Lavrence Hovsman (shouldn’t it be Mad-House-man ?), entitled 
“ Barren Life.” There is an interesting paper on the “ Sergeant- 
at-law,” by Mr. Francis Watt. Among the sane pictures, that 
of “ Dieppe Castle,” by D. Y. Cameron, is effective; while the 
two pictures of “ Ill Omen” and “The Sleeping Prince,” are in 
every way hard to beat, even by Laurence sp Howes afore- 
said. On the whole, the majority of “indolent reviewers” may 
find some amusement in the Yellow Book issuing from the 
Picturesque Lane. Tue Baron. 





“MY ENGAGEMENT.” 
_ Tue following correspondence has overflowed from Fleet Street 
into Bouverie Street : — 


Dear Mr. Epiror,—My fiancé says I’m engaged to him, and 
I say he’s e ed to me—and that’s where the trouble is. It 
— bs ee = erence in —_ I consider. ; 'm oe 
to chat or is it c e?) especially as ro to 
him this year, as ¢ ’s leap year. it’s my show this time—I 
mean my engagement, and I don’t exactly see where he comes 
in, — to there, when he’s wanted. I’ve always been 
used to ving my own way—that’s all I want, and I really do 
wish he would once for all understand that J engage him, and 
not the other way round. It would be so much simpler to start 
right, and not have any words on the matter. I am always for 
yy and my nerves couldn’t stand any difference of opinion. 

he only will just give way, everything will be lovely. He is 
quite a boy, and doesn’t know what is good for him, and is not 
used to engaging anyone, not even a cook or a cabman. I am, 
yours to command, Maartinerta N. Peoxen. 


Dear Sir,—I have been studying the interesting correspond- 
ence, started by Mrs. Atimony in your columns, and should like 
to put my own case before your readers. I was out the other 
day with three lovely - (not sisters), up the river I think it 
was, and well—I somehow got mixed up coming home in the 
twilight, and became engaged to one of them, but I can’t for the 
life of me remember w . It was getting dark at the time, 
and I don’t think I should recognise her again, and I forgot to 
give her my address. I do not want to go to the ws ouse, 
and be interviewed by the wrong father. So what am I to do? 
I am sure I care very much for the pl, if I could only identify 
her properly. I don’t wish to lose her, whichever it was; but 
I was Sears careless in these matters. Can one be sued for 
absence of mind? Yours barmily, Crumpet. 


Dear Mr. Eprror,—Sir, I am not exactly engaged, but at the 
present moment am quite free to become so. am looking for 
a young lady, who must be beautiful, of good birth, domesti- 
cated, smart, musical, artistic, a good cer, horsewoman, 
swimmer, skater, and tennis-player, good tempered, able to con- 
verse in six languages, and having a thousand a year of her own. 
Or I will commute all these qualifications for an income of 
£3,750 per annum. I have a Loving Heart to give in exchange, 
and the young lady may rely on my not wanting to break off 
the engagement. What offers ? Farn’s Fain. 


Sirx,—I am delighted to announce to you the happy achieve- 
ment of our ies engagement. I met my fiancée in the 
month of August, 1846, and fell madly in love with her on the 
spot (like Homocea). I hadn’t a penny then, and I haven't 


now, but we plighted our troth at first sight, and have been in 





the same plight ever since. We are Dansy and Joan, quite 
contented, and we never have any rows or misunderstandings. 
Yours ecstatically, SEPTUAGENARIAN. 

P.S.—I haven't seen her for the last fifty years, but I have an 
early daguerreotype which I tenderly fondle. I am afraid to 
meet her now, for fear of disillusionment. 








From ovr own Inrerressiste Joker (once more in durance 
vile). —“ Scotland is generally known as the Land of Cakes. 
Judging from the sharp, snappish replies made to me (when | 
was at my very politest) by the smart girls I met at Portobello, 
it ought to be called the Country of Tart’uns.” 


Cups THat Pass 1s THE Nigut.—Counters at the—(what shall 
we call it ?)—Pokerbac Club. 
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THE ROLLING OF THE LOG. 
J u Poet. *‘ Tur Crirics, INDEED! Poon! WHY, THERE'S ONLY ONE ENGLISH CRITIC LIVING, WHO'S WORTHY OF THE 
\ME—AND THAT'S YOUNG OLIVER QUILPSON, WHOSE LITERARY STYLE I8 AS FAULTLESS AS HIS LITERARY JUDGMENT IS INFALLIBLE! 
He s A Heavewnonn Genius, ANd I'VE SAID AS MUCH IN AN ARTICLE I'VE WRITTEN ABOUT HIM IN THIS WEEK'S GaApPLY /” 
tn Admirer of the Bard's. * Otiver Quiteson ¢ Let ME SEE; ISN'T THAT THE MAN WHO SAID IN LAST WEEK'S Happy KWACKER 
U WERE MILES Above TENNYSON, SHELLEY, AND KEATS ; AND THAT HE, FOR ONE, RANKS YOU WITH MILTON AT MILTON’s BEST!” 


y. ae FF A—A—WVES, BY THE WAY, HE DID SAY SOMETHING OF THAT SORT, I BELIEVE.” 








But just as the prow to the helm answers duly 
We're true to the Pole, old and young; 


NANSEN. 


A Dispin Sone up to Dare. Whoever first hits it high fame will inherit, 
; ; And fame to his country will bring. 
AIR Nancy. . 
But to pluck and success step by step allow merit, 
Jack Ashore sings 


And that’s why of Nansen I sing! 
You ask how it comes that I sing about Nansen, eremene 
His pluck, and his craft, and his crew ? 
Well, nearer that sly old North Pole we're advancin’, 





THE THORN. 


A deed Jounny Buu. ought to do. (New Hawarden Version. 
I am much of a mind with TretawNey and Minas, [Mr. GLapstone, doing the honour of his trees to the Arboricultural So- 
My heart with glad triumph would spring ciety, said that when Mr. Nessrre.p, a celebrated landscape gardener, once 
But te envy o rival frem Nerway were silly ’ sdvised the removal of a great spreading thorn standing in front of the Castle 
| A ote y _——e at Hawarden, his own attachment to that familiar thorn forbade its removal. } 
And that’s why of Nansen I sing r 
| Grand Old Woodman sings :— 
rhe Britons, and I’m one, have roved the world over, From Hawarden Ness¥igLp the removal requested 
And I should, in course, much prefer Ot what its old walls did adorn. 
The Pole were first reached by some brave British rover ; “No, by heavens!” I exclaimed, “ may I perish 
But envy ’s a poor half-bred cur! If ever I lift my old axe on that thorn.’ 
So if other crafts than true British are nearing No, by heavens! &c. 


The Pole—why my castor I'll fling. 
Within two hundred miles the Norwegian’s been steering, 
So that's why of Nansen I sing! 


He showed me the thorn, and implored me to fell it, 
I laughed his entreaty to scorn. 
“No!” I replied, “my old home in Hawarden 








. : 1 
Could our ships Northward Ho, wind and weather permitting, = 2 te oe = pervert ish 
A hundred times go and come back, Ere y tome r f ai a id thor = 
The ice-world’s so wide, we might never be hitting ars i oa cour Bae the ers 
For leagues upon leagues the same tack. | = ‘ 
The nations are numerous, various, clever, j “A Litrte Hero.”—In response to the lines (see No. for 
And all to explore on the wing. | August 22) @. propos of brave young Leonarp STeexe, aged 
If Joun Bu. spots the Pole first I'll pipe on for ever ; sixteen, of 14, Gibbon’s Road, Stratford, Mr. Punch begs to 
To-day ’tis of Nansen I sing! | acknowledge a cheque from Mr. “H.C. G.,” and stamps from a | 


| Nameless Contributor, which have been duly forwarded to the 
Who ‘ll wring the last secret from Ultima Thule ? above address, where, Mr. Punch begs to suggest, all subscrip- 
That's yet to be seen, aye, and sung! tions might be forwarded direct. 
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“FAR FROM THE MADDING CROWD!” 


Tuz Nort Pore. “‘ YOUR HEALTH, SUNNY! WITH ALL THEIR BOATS, BALLOONS, TELESCOPES, AND 
THINGS, THEY AIN’T FOUND US OUT YET!” 
[Dr. Nansen’s expedition to the North Pole and that of the astronomers to view the total eclipse of the sun turned out failures. | 
** It is to be regretted that Dr. Nansen and his companions have not reached the North Pcle, but they have made a record which it will be difficult 








to beat.” — Times, August 19. ** We must hope for better luck next time.""—Sir Robert Ball's Letter to the Times, August 19. 


























| obedient servant, 


| Can it be that the kni 
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WHERE IGNORANCE IS BLISS, &c. 


Jones. “I SAY, WHAT'S THE EXACT MEANING OF ‘voILA’?”’ 

Brown, ‘‘ WELL, | SHOULD TRANSLATE IT AS ‘BEHOLD,’ OR ‘ THERE 
YOU ARE,” OR SOMETHING LIKE THAT.” 

Jones. ‘‘CONFOUND IT! I'VE BEEN USING IT FOR THE LAST MONTH 
AND THINKING I'VE BEEN SWEARING IN FRENCH!” 








UP-TO-DATE INTELLIGENCE—RE BAYARD. 


Dear Mr. Puncu,—I am insatiate in my desire for the latest 
news, and buy papers literally from morning till night on every 
week day. On Sunday, however, my craving for knowledge has 
to be satisfied with one early supply of information. Among 
other journals I always in The People, and you may imagine 
that I opened my eyes when I read in its columns the following 
paragraphs : — 

“‘ Four bombs were exploded under a train travelling between Navajas and 
Jaquey. Four Cubans were badly injured, and several sustained slighter 
injuries. 

The Chevalier Bayarp, after having been mortally wounded, asked to be 

taken from his horse and placed at the foot of atree. ‘‘ At least,” said he, 
“I may die facing the enemy.” 
t “without fear or reproach” has re- 
turned to earth, and is battling in Tobacco-land for the oppressed 
islanders, or does the text refer to some descendant of his with 
equally noble traits, who has died in resisting the tyrannical 
might of Spain? I have vainly sought in the daily and weekly 
Press for a solution of the mystery. I therefore turn to you, 
Sir, as the last, but by no means least, personage capable of 
relieving my anxiety. Itching for your answer, I am, your 
CuristorpHeR MoOgnorapn. 


P.S.—I ought, perhaps, to mention that the Spanish Ambas- 
sador’s footman referred me to the porter at the American 


| Embassy, who assured me that his master had gone to Norway. 








Tue Astronomers wHo Faitep.—Some of the lucky ones were 


| favoured with a sight of King Sol’s corona and stars of various 


orders, “Only this and nothing more.” 





_Receivep iy Lonpon.—Invitation to view “The Watxer Art 
Gallery” at Liverpool when we are in London. O yes !—Walker! 





THE PENDULUM OF WEALTH. 
(A Forecast.) 
Cuaprer I,—‘' Nobilitatis virtus stemma,” 


It was a stormy evening in November, 1995. The rain was 
beating in stormy on the old brown stone palace in 
Fifth Avenue, and there was a continual drip from the rusted 
coronet over the “stoop” on to the well-worn marble steps below 
the door, which showed sad need of the renovating b of the 
house-painter. Within, the aspect of the mansion was not more 
cheerful. Want of comfort was evidently hand in hand with 
want of money. In one of the principal sitting-rooms, remark- 
able for the large collection of pictures hung on the walls, and 
for several massive silver spittoons of nineteenth century work, a 
lady and a were seated before a small wood fire. By the 
light of the solitary electro-burner it might have been perceived 
that both were of mature years, and t each possessed that 
aristocratic bearing, which is the heirloom of ancient lineage. 
Yet it was evident that they were not in affluent circumstances. 
The divided skirt of the dame, though scrupulously neat, had 
certainly seen better days, her silken hose were not innocent 
of darns, and the Brussels lace of her spotless white vest had 
evidently been mended more than once, while her black velvet 
jacket had on it a distinct touch of old-time rust. Still her 
plentiful white locks were arranged in the latest fashion, that 
of the emg and though the long, taper fingers with which 
she ro a cigarette were unadorned with jewelled rings, 
yet they were as perfectly s das the toes of that legendary 
Trilby, whose fame has been ded down to us from the last 
century. The gentleman’s suit of Tartan broadcloth was none 
of the freshest either in cut or material, ond the woollen scarf 
girt around his neck was clearly worn for warmth rather than 
effect. Nevertheless, his thick grey moustache was heavily 
waxed, and his broad chest was crossed with the somewhat 
traded tricolour riband of the proudest order of American Chivalry 
—the Everlasting le. @ was smoking some very pungent 
tobacco from a long clay pipe, and ever and anon he slaked his 
thirst from a beaker of lager beer standing by his side. From 
the working of the muscles of his rubicund face it was apparent 
that he was violently moved by his thoughts. Presently the 
lady broke silence and observed, “So the Emperor will do 
nothing ? ” 

“ Absolutely nothing,” replied her companion, with a sigh. 
“He has forgotten the days when it was a question whether an 
O’FLanErty or a VANPERKEN was the better fitted to grasp the 
sceptre of a rising young monarchy. But what,” he continued, 
bitterly, “‘did an American ever get from an Irishman but in- 
erate e? And so I made bold to tell the Prince of Tammany 
to-day.” 

“You told him so!” cried the lady, with admiration in her 
glance. “That was like a true VANPERKEN, and as became the 
Duke of Sanatoca. I guess he squirmed, though.” 

“You are right,” answered the Duke, draining his goblet. 
“But no amount of princely squirming will bring dollars to our 
cash-box. The pictures will have to go, so I’ve telephoned 
MacLazarvus to come and take the lot this very evening. It can’t 
be helped, Sustz,” he added, tenderly, as he saw the teardrops 
glisten in her eyes. 

“Tt does seem downright cruel,” murmured the Duchess, 
passing the back of her hand over her vision. “It’s woeful,” 
she continued, “what we of the Peerage are coming to nowa- 
days.” 

Uthat ’s so,” remarked the Duke, filling his pipe. “But it 
might have been reckoned on by our forefathers, who were so 
crazy to have their daughters married to European titles that 
they sent billions of money across the Atlantic. When the Im- 
perial Monarchy was established, what with fighting, filibustering, 
and frae bribery, there was but little real estate left in Society , 
and since then, most of it’s gone in keeping up appearances, 
And the poorer we get, the fatter the British Republie grows. 
There ’s barrels of cash on that little dirt-heap.” 

“It’s curious we haven’t heard from Mannatran,” said the 
Duchess. “He’s been over a fortnight in London, and only 
cabled once.” 

“For a remittance,” observed the Duke, dril 
volume of smoke through his nostrils. “ But there, he’s been 
well received by Paesipent Lasovcnere Burns, and Mannarran 
isn’t the boy to waste his time in inspecting the Tower of London 
and the British Museum. You know my intentions. He went 
out as a speculation; and if he’s failed as a speculation, I 
reckon we’ve nothing else left to speculate with.” 

(To be continued.) 


, as he sent a 
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REMARKABLE CASE OF ASSIMILATION! 








EVEN DURING THE 


rO THE SISTERHOOD OF THE BrusH AND PaltL! 


THAT PEACE AND TRANQUILITY DO NOT ALWAYS REIGN IN THE HOUSE oF Commons, 


WHEN IT I8 HANDED OVER 


n the employées shown above 


REcEss, 


(Any likeness that may be detected betwee 


WE HEAR, ON THE AUTHORITY OF ONE WHO OUGHT TO KNOW (BETTER), 


equent the House is, of course, purely fortuitous. ) 


usually fr 


distinguished persons who 


Ome 


and th 
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A CHINESE PUZZLE. 
Extracts from the Note-book of an Illustrious 
Traveller. ) 


Have no time to give names, or sort 
my jottings, so must leave things in the 
rough until I reach Pekin. 

I am told that the leader of the House 
of Commons prefers golf to speeches, and 
likes a spin on a bicycle better that a 
seat on the Treasury Bench. 

The Secretary of the Colonies is fond of 
orchids. He could point out a fit and 
proper person to fill the position of Di- 
rector of the Government were the post 
vacant. 

The Leader of the Opposition in the 
Lower House has no opinion of ditto in the 
Peers, and ditto in the Peers returns the 
compliment. 

The English are fond of tortures, and 
willingly self-inflict them by attending 
London theatres in the off season. 

The air of Hawarden produces circumlo- 
cution. 

One eminent statesman holds another 
eminent statesman exceedingly cheap 
And what one holds all hold. 

The best method of being interviewed 
is to question the interviewer. 

W Len a great Englishman passes away. 
it is the cruel fashion of the country to 
cast at his memory a stone statue. 

The experiences of a railway guard are 
far more interesting than the autobio 
graphy of an ex-Prime Minister. 

Orders are appreciated everywhere, bu‘ 
manufacturers like not only stars and ri 
bands, but entries on their books. 

Some one has called England the grea‘ 
loan land, and so it may be for the bene- 
fit of China. 

Many trains arrive two hours late, so 
without inconvenience, they should b: 
able to start a hundred and twenty min- 
utes after time. 

All newspapers are at once infallible anc 
contradictory. 

The inouisitiveness of a Mandarin need 
have no bounds so long as a Chinaman is 
regarded as a curiosity. 

Most British statesmen are mere lads 

And last, and most extraordinary of all 
“*" —~ can tell the true age of an Eng- 
ish lady. 








‘*My Engagement.” 

Dear Str,—Seeing that this question ix 
now exercising the public mind, I beg te 
give my own experiences. I was engaged 
by Mr. Lear Firznamuer for a provincial 
tour. We played to bad business for a 
week in the Immortal Bard’s tragedies 
and then Mr. F. disappeared. This ex- 
perience so discusted me that I have 
never attempted a repetition of things 
theatrical, but am now in a shop where 
the ghost always walks. I am the wraith. 

Your obedient servant. 
Horatio Hosss. 
Tight Street, Hammersmith. 


In East Dorsetshire. 
Cyclist (to Native). How many miles am 
I from Wimborne ? 
Native. I dunno. 


Cyclist. Am I near Blandford ? 

Native. I dunno. 

Cyclist (angrily). Then what do you 
know ? 

Native. I dunno. 








[Cyclist speeds to No Man’s Land | 
in the New Forest. } 





First Convivial. 





YE YACHTING MEN OF ENGLAND. | 


(A Naval Ode, after Campbell.) 


Ye yachtsmen of old England, 
Upon our native seas 
Britannia ruled, for several years, 
The waves—our waves—with ease. 
But ye must launch a yacht again 
To match another foe, 
If you’d keep on the deep 
Our flag from falling low ; 
Where the battle rages hard and long, 
And abroad the prizes go. 


The Meteor flag—of Germany 
Doth now “terrific burn,” 
When will the foreign foe depart. 
And that long-lost “Cup” return? 
fill then ye Teuton prize-winners, 
Our song and feast must flow 
To the fame of your name 
(Though we built your yacht, 
know) 
Till we win the yachting crown once more, 


you 


THE LONDON CHARIVARL. 





"Su TWO O'CLOCK 
Second Convivial. ‘‘Tuasu ALuni'! SHAY You BIN WI’ ME—(hic 


| 





And the Meteor flag hangs low! 








Humbug at Homburg. 


Little American Girl. Mumma, why do 
you drink so many glasses of this nasty | 
water? 

Mumma. Hush, Vireria, here comes 
the Pr-nce of W-1-s! 



































MissuUs sHay?!” 


! WHA 'LL ER 


LONDON IN AUGUST. 
(By the Last Man left in Town.) 


Reaw.y it is a mistake to imagine that 
the mighty Metropolis is uninteresting 
when deserted by most of its inhabitants. 
Of course, Rotten Row is not quite itself 
without horses; still, there are trees, and 
now and again a watering-cart. rue, 
Bond Street looks a little bare without 
pretty frocks and prettier faces; still, 
there are omnibuses. And again, how de- 
lightful it is to be able to wear a straw 
het without attracting attention in Pic- 
cadilly. And it is quite jolly to know that, 
as scarcely a theatre is open, there is no 
necessity to spoil one’s dinner by having 
to rush off early to the play. Then, it is 
quite an experience to be an honorary 
member of some one else’s club, because 
your own Co-operative Palace is closed 
for the annual cleaning. In fact, London 
just now is simply delightful. 

>. * 


For all that, an invitation to join a 
shooting party on the moors will not be 
rejected. 











From a TRAVELLING CORRESPONDENT. 
“The next time that Mr. Biackmone 


'wants to depict brigandage au naturel let 


him pitch his tent amid the dunes of Os- 


tend. A forlorner aspect I do not know.” 
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Co ERNATION OF THE FASHION - PLATE 
YounG PERSON ON HEARING THAT THE SIZE 
or THE WaAIstT Is To BI CREASED ! 

“W ure seriously asked to believe that the 
Puris TL rea have sued a fiat against was} 
waists, that the proportions of the Venus of 
Milo w their model in the immediace future."* | 


Daily Teleg? aph. ] 


IL FAUT SOUFFRIR POUR ETRE—LAIDE. 


* Tight 
** The 


-lacing is coming in more than ever.”’ 


Venus of Milo waist is to be revived.” 
( Aicting rumours from the Fashion Papers ] 
(lirl of the Period sinas 


Tia all very well, 
But how can I tell 

Which standard to take as a pattern? 
An up-to-date belle 

Doesn’t wish to be dressed as a slattern. 


Some say, “ Don’t you flinch, 
But be ready to pinch 
Your waist—like a wasp you must force 
it »” 
So inch after inch 


| To sixteen I lace in my new corset. 





But others declare 
“Have room and to spare, 

For Venus of Milo’s the fashion 
You'll look far more fair 

With no stays and not even a sash on 


” 


So I wish that I knew 
Which mode to pursue 

How to follow them both is a riddle! 
Many inches and few, 

They ‘re rival extremes for my middle. 


Well, if I were wise, 

I’d completely despise 
The corsetiére and her fiat, 

And wear my own size 


That’s Nature’s—and “Art” I’d fight 
shy at! 
NomEncitaturg. — The professional 
cricketer who makes a 


“ duck’s egg a 
ought surely to be dubbed a “ quack.’ 


How Op are You?—Ask Li Hune 


CuHana. 
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EXCURSIONS—AND ALARMS. 


[See complaints in the papers and reports of some 

police cases. } 

As you say, it is just the sort of day 
to enjoy a trip down the river to Mar- 
gate. Hardly a ripple on the water, just 
la touch of north in the air, and—hullo! 
is this Tilbury already ? 

They ought really to make this landing- 
stage a little bigger. Do you think there 
will be room for all these people on the 
boat ? 

They have made room, anyhow. Now 
that we are all on board, I am quite con- 
vinced that there are one or two hundred 
in excess of the proper number of passen- 
gers. 

It certainly would increase the pleasure 
of the voyage if I could find a seat any- 
where, or even a spare bit of bulwark to 
lean against. 

What’s that vessel coming up behind 
at such a rate? A torpedo-destroyer ? 
Hope it doesn’t take us for a torpedo. 
Looks as though it would run us down in 
another minute. Why doesn’t our cap- 
tain get out of the way ?—the idiot! 

“Wants to get in the way,” did you 
say? “ Because that is a faster steamer 
belonging to a rival line, and our captain 
does not intend to allow it to pass us?” 
But, I say, it’s fearfully dangerous! *Bus 
racing in streets bad enough, but a trifle 
to this. Wonder if I could bribe Captain 
to put me on shore at Sheerness ? 

Awful shave, that last! “Come and 
| have some dinner?” Couldn’t touch a 
| thing while this is going on. Wish my 
doctor could see me now; he ordered me 
to avoid all excitement because of weak- 
ness of my heart! Here she comes at us 
|awain! Missed us by a yard, by George! 
| Why, this is worse than a battle! 

At Margate at last! Feel ten years 
older. Heart beating wildly. Had no 
|food for eight hours! Can’t eat now! 
| “ Excellent seamanship on part of our cap- 
| tain to get in first?” Solely due to the 
“hristian forbearance of the boat behind 
in not ramming us. “Captain ought to 
have a medal?” Ought to have six 
months, you mean. And some lively 
vickpocket on board has stolen my purse. 
| find! “Not the first time that sort of 
thing has happened on these steamers?” 
No, but it’s the last time it will happen to 
me on them. What an ass I was not to 
come down by train! 





Reflection by an Unfortunate 
Backer of Horses. 


Sranpine beside my own mud-scraper, 
I whistled for the “special” paper. 
“ Winner!” the boy cried in his glee; 
But “loser” was the doom for me. 


Tue Irreerresstpue JOKER AGAIN (ON 
patL).—Q. Where ought ducks’ eggs to be 
most readily found? .A. At the Oval. 
Bail estreated.) 


Mem. From THE Mavor’s SpE.iine 
Book oF THE cominc AvuTtomotor AcgE.— 
| The horse is a noble creature, but very 
useless to man. 








| AN INDIVIDUAL NOT OFTEN MET WITH.- 
The backer who is never “smoked.” 


Goop News AFTER THE Last CRICKET 
Matcu.—Rest for the wicket. 





THE TRAVELLING CHINEE. 
(By a British Manufacturer, after Bret Harte.) 





Wet, I wish to remark— 
And I’m putting it plain— 

That for keeping things dark, 
And for making tricks vain, 

The travelling Chinee is peculiar— 
And I’ve tried all the furrineer strain. 


Li Hune Cuane is his name, 
Though some papers deny, 
In regard to the same, 
What that name might imply. 
Be it Caonc, Cuane or Cuune, Tone or 
Poker, 
It don’t make much difference—he’s 


fly! 


It was August the third 
When he first saw our skies; 

And it might be inferred 
We had landed a prize, 

And would also land orders—in plenty ; 
But prophecy’s always unwise! 


We had each our small game, 
And Li Hune took a hand. 

We speak English; the same 
He does not understand. 

His interpreter does, and he questioned 
Through him in a way that was grand! 


As to “ wanting to know,” 

Ciennam’s self was not in it! 
Caano’s questions would flow 

About twenty per minute ; 
And if catechisms the cake took, 

I’m certain the Chinese would win it. 


Our shops were all stocked 
In a way which I grieve 

That he—silently—mocked, 
With a laugh—in his sleeve ; 

And a Chinaman’s sleeves are capacious 
Beyond what you’d really believe. 


But as to a trade 
With that Travelling Chinee— 
Why, the most that we made 
Are, so far as I see, 
A sewing machine and a lawn tent, 
Which the same were delivered him— 
free! 


Ships and guns were all nigh, 
Which he gazed on with glee, 

But was not moved to buy. 
And I said, “Can this be ? 

I fear it is not many orders : : 
We ’'ll get from this Travelling Chinee ' 


Which is why I remark— 

And I put it quite plain— 
That for riddles most dark, 

And for questions quite vain, 
The Travelling Chinee is a caution, 





But orders m him do not rain! 
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IMPORTANT TO ALL. 


BANGEOE, SIAM.—“Wes Have Usep ENO'S ‘FRUIT SALT’ during several important survey 

expeditions in the MALAY P&NINSULA, 814M, and CamBopr4, and have undoubtedly derived very 
great benefit from it, In one instance only was one of our party attacked with fever, and that happened 
after our supply of ENO'S * FRUIT SALT’ had ran out. When making long marghes under the power- 
ful rays of a vertical sun, or travelling through swampy districts, we haye used KNO’§ ‘FRUIT SALT’ two 
or three times a day in the following manner and proportions ;—At daybreak two teaspoonsfal mixed 
with the juice of a raw lime, and a little sugar, in a tumbler of water; shortly afterwards a light meal 
of tea or coffee, bread and fruit ; about midday one smal! spoonfyl with raw lime-jaice and water ; 
and before retiring for the night, another teaspoonful in water. ENO'S - FRUIT SALT’ used as afor 
said acts as a gentle aperient, keeps the blood cool and healthy,and WARDS OFF FEVER. We hav: 
pleasure in voluntarily testifying to the value of your preparation and our firm belief in its efficacy 
We never go into the jungle without it, and have also recommended it to others, Yours truly, 
Commander A. J. LOFTUS, F.R.G.8., his Siamese Majesty's s Hy: drographer; E. C, DAVIDSON, Saperin 
tendant Siamese Government Tele saghe~ -Bangk»k, Siam.’ 

ANZIBAR. THE UPPER DISTRICTS OF THE CONGO.—BLOO) POI3ONS.—A 

Gentleman writes ;—* ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT’ is without doubt the first in its cl ses in febrifuge 
preparations. During my journeyings from Zinzibar to the Upper Districts of the Congo, as well as a 
long residence in the Tropics, I have never felt safe without it.—Yours truly, VERITAS.” 


USE ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT,’ 


IT 18 SIMPLE, SOOTHING, COOLING, REFRESHING, 


HEALTH-GIVING AND INVIGORATING IN HEALTH OR D SEASE. 
E*PERIENCE shows that POISONOUS ANILINE DY&S, PINK or CHEMICALLY COLOURED SHERIET, or ACIDULATED SHERBEI 
masked with SUGAR, HAZARDOUS BRAIN-TIPPLES, or any form of PICK-ME-UP, Porter, Mild Ales, Port Wine, Dark Sherries, Sweet Champagne, 
Liqueurs and Brandies, are all very apt to disagree, while light white wines, and gin or old whisky, largely diluted with pure mineral water charged only with 
natural gas, will be found the least objectionable. ENO’'S ‘FRUIT SALT’ is peculiarly adapted for any constitutional weakness of the liver, It possesses 
the power of reparation where digestion hag been disturbed or lost through alcoholic drinks, fatty substances, or want of exercise, and places the invalid on 
right track to health. If its Great Value in keeping the body in health were universally known NO FAMILY WOULD BE WITHOUT IT 
THE VALUE of ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT’ cannot be told. /ts success in FUROPE, ASIA, AFRICA, AMERICA, AUSTRALIA, and NEW ZEALAND proves it. 
There is no doubt that where it has been taken in the earliest stages of a Disease it has in innumerable instances 
prevented what would oth*rwise have been @ serious illness, Tae effect of ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT’ on @ disorderei and 
feverish condition is SIMPLY MARVELLOUS. It is in fact NATURE'S OWN REMEDY and an UNSURPASSED ONE. 
CAUTION.—Exzamine each Bottle, and see that the Capsule is marked ENO'S ‘ FRUIT SALT.’ Without it, you have been imposed on by a worthless and occasionally poleonous imitation. 


Prepared only at EN2’S ‘FRUIT SALT’ WORKS, LONDON, 8.E., by J. C. ENO’S PATENT. 


“Beautifully Cool “ “ 
and Sweet Smoking.” APENTA 


THE BEST NATURAL APERIENT 
WATER. 


Of all Chemists and Mineral 
Water Dealers 


Prices: 64., Is., ad Is 44 per bottle. 
TAKE A HINT 1 Sti 


acTtoms of dulnesw ip the 
head, a baa ond jored tongue, BE 
WARNED! Geta bottle of 


LAMPLOUGH’S 
 PYRETIC 
SALINE 


| put a te-«poonful in half a agg ped of = 
and drink while it effervesces 
repeat in about two hours. 


iT WILL SPEAK FOR ITSELF. 
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Sold only in l-ounce Packets and 2, 4, and 8-ounce, and 1 Ib. Tins, 
which keep the Tobacco in Fine Smoking Condition. Ask at all Tobacco | 





COAL 


wt Our 


5ON0 ve | Sellers, Stores. &e¢., and take no other. 
‘Diseases The wenuine bears the Trade Mark, “ NOTTINGHAM CASTLE,” on every Packet and Tin. 


wars 7 SOAP PLAYER'S NAVY CUT CIGARETTES, 








In Packets and Tins only, containing 12, 24, 50, and 100. 
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